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Come with me to the shadowy riverbottoms,
Where no eyes will see-except my soul’s.
Flickering candles speak in the darkness 
Of our wood-paneled sanctuary.
Dance through the tiny green blades,
But be careful not to disturb the caterpillars.
Climb every other tree until nothing 
Below can be seen-and we branch out.
Backs to moist soil, arm looped in arm,
We read the starmap of our hearts.
Dawn creeps over your child face 
And reminds me-we are nature.
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